SOFT fails the rain on the river,
A thousand pattering drops, with their tiny rings,
That spread, and are mingled, and lost,

Low on the hills the great clouds brood,
Hiding all but the lowest bastions
With a curtain, restful and dim,
Whereunder they sleep.

Swift and silent the river

Hurries, with blind irresistible impulse

To its home in the sea,

As the soul of man yearningly hastens

Home unto God.

STEEL-GREY lies the lake;
Over its dreamy waters a wandering breeze,
Slow-passing, sways gently the reeds by the shore,
And dims the translucent reflection
Of tree and crag and the shadowy mountains.

On high, a broad girdle of fleeciest cloud

Encircles the snow-peak;
Through it the highest pines
Once and again are faintly discerned,
Swathed in its ghost-like vapours;
Above it the snow-iields gleam.
Virgin-white, inviolate.